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NORA. It's a shame to make game of him like that. Hes
a gradle more good in him than Barney Doran.

CORNELIUS. It's all up with his candidature. He'll be
laughed out o the town.

LARRY [turning quickly from the doorway] Oh no he wont:
hes not an Irishman. He'll never know theyre laughing
at him; and while theyre laughing he'll win the seat.

CORNELIUS. But he cant prevent the story getting about.

LARRY. He wont want to. He'll tell it himself as one
of the most providential episodes in the history of England
and Ireland.

AUNT JUDY. Sure he wouldnt make a fool of himself
like that.

LARRY. Are you sure hes such a fool after all, Aunt
Judy? Suppose you had a vote! which would you rather
give it to ? the man that told the story of Haffigan's pig
Barney Doran's way or Broadbent's way?

AUNT JUDY. Faith I wouldnt give it to a man at all.
It's a few women they want in parliament to stop their^
foolish blather.

BROADBENT \bustling into the room, and taking off his
damaged motoring overcoat, which he puts down on the sofa]
Well, that's over. I must apologize for making that
speech, Miss Doyle; but they like it, you know. Every-
thing helps in electioneering.

Larry takes the chair near the door; draws it near
the table; and sits astride it, with his elbows folded on the
back.

AUNT JUDY. I'd no notion you were such an orator, Mr
Broadbent.

BROADBENT. Oh, it's only a knack. One picks it up on
the platform. It stokes up their enthusiasm.

AUNT JUDY. Oh, I forgot. Youve not met Mr Keegan.
Let me introjooce you.

BROADBENT {shaking hands effusively] Most happy to meet
you, Mr Keegan. I have heard of you, though I have not
had the pleasure of shaking your hand before. And now